LONDON'S   HOUR                 195

That evening a sympathetic letter arrives from
a friend in New York.

"When you wrote me on August 30th," he
comments, "you didn't know the half of it, as
we say here.55

I more than agree. Very soon I am to dis-
cover that I didn't know the half of it even when
I read his letter. That night three hospitals and
a number of churches are struck by bombs;
thirty feet of a steeple in West London becomes
a heap of rubble and debris. A famous
hotel is hit, and a Colonel and his wife who were
sleeping in the damaged quarter are killed.
Within a quarter-mile radius in Central London,
every pane of glass in shops and houses is shat-
tered. Fire breaks out at the bottom of one
main thoroughfare, saving the Nazi airmen the
trouble of dropping flares over our district. Fifty
yards from my flat, two houses in an adjacent
crescent get direct hits and collapse with a
roar; as I hear the bombs scream past our
windows, the solid building above me cracks
and shudders until I feel that the mass of steel
and concrete is descending on my head. Sleepless
after the tumult of the night, I go out at 7.30
a.m. into a calm sunny morning, and observe
the smoke from an incendiary bomb which is
still smouldering on the roof of the flats opposite
our own.